INTRODUCTION

I

ONE Monday night in Dublin, six sum-
mers ago, four of us set out in a cab from
The Bailey to call on Yeats in his house
in Merrion Square. At Yeats's we had a
rather mixed up evening, everyone cut-
ting across the grain of the others' pur-
poses and desires, but in the course of our
talk, Yeats asked me a question which I
remembered: "Is a paper I used to write
for years ago called The Providence Jour-
nal still in existence ?"

Several years before this I had hap-
pened upon a reference to The Providence
Journal in Katharine Tynan's Twenty-five
Tears. I knew that she had written for
The Journal: indeed it was Alfred Wil-
liams, then editor of that paper, who
turned on the tap of her prose and set it
flowing; as she herself has said, "Mr. Wil-
liams made me begin seriously to write
prose," At the time I myself was an oc-